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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Submitted as part of the Adopt-a-Band Challenge, 26 May 2006. I've taken the liberty of adopting Lars Ulrich 


of Metallica [for a second time]. 


This one's für Evaine. 


346 AM, 2 April 1992, Wembley, England 


"Have you ever done this before?" 


Rick shifts on the bed. Time has slowed down. It lies over the skin of his arms like congealed sweat, trailing out 
over his flesh but not moving. It just lies there, sinking into his pores and gathering on his chest and on his 
stomach and on his upper lip as his chin hangs off the edge of the mattress. The bed's thin, plastic comforter 
shifts and bites into the skin of his neck. It almost crackles. There's a loose thread tickling at his earlobe. He 


pushes it away. His hand seems to move in slow-motion. 


Fuck," Lars says. "Done what?" 


Lars is high. He's sitting on the curved chair by the side of the bed, one foot up on a pillow, the other bent so 
that his pinkie trails over the hotel room carpet. Veins stand out over his big toe, blue and thick and pushing 
upward in stark contrast to pale flesh. Lars takes a slow, deep hit from his joint and blows smoke up toward 


the ceiling. 

His face looks good, tilted back 

It's all neck and the traces of stubble and his Adam's apple rising and falling as he swallows. The motion follows 
the curve of his chin and the deep curve of his lips and the way his nose turns up. Its usually a problem, 
upturned noses. Rick's never had any use for them. They're something that belongs on the face of a model. A 
foreign model. Lars is foreign. 

Rick meets his thoughts half-way and pushes them aside. It's the pot smoke talking. 

He stretches out his arm and taps his index finger over a page on the magazine he's spread out on the floor. 
"This," he says. "Chucking a telly out of a window?" 

Lars's leg thumps against the carpet as he brings it down. He leans forward, joint dangling from his hand and 
his hand dangling between his legs. He tilts his head to the left and squints at the magazine article. Its a piece 
on Aerosmith. Chucking TVs out of hotel balconies and down into a pool. Lars grunts. 

"Can't say | have, buddy." 


"Do you want to?" 


In that moment, Rick's brain thinks he's saying something else. Rick feels an odd intensity crowding into his 
eyes. He finds that he's staring at Lars with much more force than is necessary for airborne television sets. 


Lars stares right back. He sucks on his joint. "It means that much to you?" 

His brain still thinks they're having a different conversation Rick is aware of the sweat that's building under 
his ribs. His nipples brush against the fabric of his T-shirt. A dull, insistent pressure builds along his crotch. 
Along his dick. But they're not having that conversation. Television sets. They're discussing television sets. He 


grinds his crotch—God, he hopes it's not a hard-on-against the mattress, jean biting into cotton biting into his 
flesh. 


He swallows. 


"No. 


"So why bring it up?" Lars's leg is back up on the pillow. His jeans are tight. Rick can just see where the head 
of Lars's cock pushes against the fabric. 


They are not having that conversation. 
"| dunno. Isn't it something all Rock stars do?" 
"Is it?" 


Rick shrugs his shoulders. The motion pushes his chin against the edge of the mattress. All he feels is his chin 
and his crotch. He rubs both over the comforter. 


"You okay? You keep squirming. You can get up from that position all right, can't you?" 

"Fuck that" Rick holds his hips still. His legs feel stiff after the first few seconds. "Do you want to or not?" 

"| guess... 

Rick bends his arm and presses his palm flat against the edge of the mattress. He pushes himself up, then 
clambers onto his knees. A quick look downward reassures him that there is nothing to worry about. Lars's 
presence settles over his shoulder blades and drives tension up along his neck as he stands in front of the 
room's telly. He shakes out his arm. None of the tension fades away. He stares at the telly. Lars is reflected in 
it, one foot on the floor, one leg up on the mattress, his hand casual and loose over his crotch. 

Its pretty small," Rick says. He draws in his lower lip to keep from laughing. His brain is still having two 
different conversations. Well, at least his brain is being cheeky now. Cheeky he can deal with. Cheeky won't give 
him a hard-on. "It should be pretty easy. We'll just disconnect it and carry it over to the balcony." 

There. Back on safe territory. Dicks can't be disconnected. 

Lars pads over to his side. He pinches the joint between his teeth and waggles it up and down as he takes in 
the television set and the cheap dresser it's set into and the cables leading out from its back and into the wall 
socket. 

"Does this room get cable?" 

"Bugger cable," Rick says. "It ain't gonna work once its flying over the balcony now is it?" 


"No, you fucktard. If it's got cable, we need to unscrew that too." 


Lars stands to the left of the dresser, grasps the front and back edges, and pushes the dresser forward. It 


catches on the rug and only budges forward an inch or so. Lars clamps his teeth firmly over his joint and 


pushes again. His lips draw back over his teeth. A vein stands out against his neck, the strain of pushing the 


dresser forward racing down in sharp angles over his chest and into his arms. He stops and glares at Rick. 
"You gonna fucking help or what?" 
"Oh. Shite. Yeah. Lemme just-" 


They get the dresser to budge forward a few more inches. The carpet below it is several shades lighter than 
the rest, deep grooves cut into the fabric. Rick pulls an M€M wrapper out from beneath the dresser with his 
toe. Two MEM pieces roll free. Lars crushes one under his foot as he wedges the joint behind his ear and 
squats down to peer at the back of the dresser. 


"Shit. There's a panel. We gotta pull the TV forward and unscrew the cable, erm, cable that way." 


Rick slips his arm around the telly, cradling it against his chest as he tries to pull it out. It slides forward and 
butts into his stomach. His arm is trapped between the interior of the dresser and the top of the telly. He 
tries to wriggle around so that he can ease the set down, but any way he tries only leads to the likely 
scenario of it dropping onto his feet. His bare feet. Just to prove how ironic and fucked-up the world can be, 


itll drop right onto his left foot. 
"Some fucking help?" 


Lars slides one arm behind the telly. His shoulder jerks back and forth as he feels for and finally finds the 
cable he's looking for. His eyes roll up toward the ceiling, his tongue darting out over his lips as he 
concentrates on unscrewing the cable. His tongue is thin and pink It follows the curves of his lips till Rick 


almost feels as if he's memorizing their shape. 


With one last jerk of Lars's shoulders, the cable comes loose. It strikes the back of the dresser with a sharp, 
metallic bump. Lars pulls out his arm. He reaches behind the dresser and yanks the power plug from the wall 
His tongue runs over his lips once more as he takes in Rick, bent backwards with the set's screen pushing into 
his stomach. Rick's legs have begun to tremble with the effort of not dropping the set. He feels certain that 
his spine will snap in two at any moment, if the set doesn't sink into his stomach first. 


One quick intake of breath, and Lars hooks his fingers below the telly and lifts. Rick yelps as his arm is caught 
between the dresser interior and the top of the telly. He tosses out, "Fuck you, you bastard," before pulling 
out his arm (there's a red indent running down beside his elbow) and hooking his fingers below the set as well. 
They lift together, then scramble forward as the momentum of the set's weight throws their balance. They 
walk quickly (it's an ungainly sort of running, really) toward the bed and dump the telly onto the mattress. It 


bounces, then rocks back and forth a few times before it settles down. 


Rick drops onto the chair Lars had occupied before. It's still warm. It smells faintly of Lars, of vodka and pot 
and an odd, thick smell he can't place. He feels along the night table for a pot baggie, then pinches out a rolling 


paper. 


"Bloody hell," he says. "They never tell you what a hassle this whole chucking tellies out hotel rooms lark is." 


He stares down at the baggie and rolling paper over his lap. He laughs, more of a snort than a laugh. He flexes 
his fingers. Five are not enough to roll a joint. He tosses the baggie and rolling paper back onto the night table. 
Lars is gazing at him, his own joint back in his hand. His eyes flick toward the night table, then back to Rick. 


"Do you want me to...°" 


And Rick's brain is making its way through a different conversation once more. Lars's eyes are so serious. 
They're green. Rick knows they're green. They look almost black in the semi-darkness of the hotel room, in the 
heat and the sweat that gathers over his upper lip and causes his shirt to cling to his lower back. Rick works 
his way through a swallow. His Adam's apple bobs up and down as he finally manages it. 


"No," he says. 


Lars picks up the baggie and rolling paper. "Ah, come on, buddy, don't be that way. It isn't because of any 
fucking pity. You just look bushed, y'know? Least | could do is roll you a joint” His fingers shift up and down and 
back and forth as he works, rolling down the paper, pink tongue darting out to moisten one edge before he 
gives it two last, expert twists and holds it out for Rick. Lars fishes out a lighter, flicks back the top with his 
thumb, and holds the flame below the joints tip. It flares bright orange as Rick puffs the joint into working 
order. Lars flicks the lighter closed and slips it into his back pocket. 


"So," he says. "You still wanna toss that TV over the balcony?" 
Rick drags smoke into his lungs. It creeps up his temples and behind his eyes. "Yeah." 


Its easier to manoeuvre the set onto the balcony than it had been to pull it out of the dresser. The power 
plug trails out along the carpet like an obedient dog, following them as they hoist the telly onto a rattan chair 
set out on the balcony. Rick leans out and looks down into a tile walkway fringed by thick, sculptured bushes 
and path lights that cast jagged, orange triangles over the tiles. Moonlit grass stretches out into more bushes 
and a second walkway further away. A tall, white wooden fence separates their hotel from another, a big, 
white, hulking slab of Modern architecture. A few Scots pines grow behind the fence. Rick looks back down at 
the walkway and sighs. 


"| was hoping it'd be a pool." 

‘Or a parking lot," Lars says. 

"Well." Rick drums his fingers over the railing. Now that it comes right down to it, it seems kinda pointless, 
tossing the telly down onto a walkway. And it's the nineties. Tossing tellies is really more of a seventies thing, 


an eighties thing. He turns, his arm dangling behind him and over the railing. He chews on his lip as he takes in 


the telly, set on the rattan chair, reflecting him and Lars and the hotel across the way. 


Lars is looking at him. Waiting. 

"Well?" 

"You really think we should do this?" 

It was your fucking idea, wasn't it? Every Rock star does it and all that shit?" 

"Yeah." 

He wonders what would happen if he chose to have the second conversation. He looks into the empty bedroom 
beyond. His joint is smoking itself into nothingness on the night table. The chair beside the bed is empty. The 
bed is empty. There's no one here but them. He folds his arm over his stomach. His thumb rubs its way along 
his ribs. 

"Do you really want to?" he says. 

‘Only if you want to." 

"| do." 

Lars flicks his joint over the rails and rolls his neck, squaring his shoulders. "Then let's fucking do it.” 

"Yes." 

Rick is beside Lars without quite knowing how he got there. He must've walked across the balcony, crossed the 
distance between them. They weren't standing close. But Rick has no memory of that. He only sees the way 
Lars's eyes widen first in surprise then in confusion (they are green) (light green) as Rick presses his lips to 
Lars's and slips his arm around his waist. Lars struggles, eyebrows knotting over his eyes, but Rick tightens 
his grip around Lars's waist and slips one knee between his thighs so that he forces Lars to walk backwards 
into the room or trip. 

Palms come up against his shoulders, and Lars shoves him away. 

"The fuck? What the fuck do you think you're doing?" 

Rick runs his knuckles over his lips. He shouldn't be looking Lars straight in the eyes, but he is. He thinks about 
apologizing, about dropping down into the bed and saying, "I'm sorry. | don't know what came over me." But 


that's not what he says. 


‘I've wanted to kiss you all fucking day long," he says. 


Oh God. 


Lars backs away. He drops down onto the bedside chair and just stares at Rick. After a while, he leans back, 
one hand over the armrest, the other bent at the elbow so that his fingers rest against his temple. He looks 
at Rick as if someone has switched the movie reel he was supposed to have been watching, the one where two 


bored fellows chuck a telly over a hotel balcony. He pulls at his eyebrow with short, jerky movements. 


"All day long?" he says. His voice is low, logical. "All fucking day long? So when we were playing, when we were 


getting drunk after our sets, when we were fucking showering together, all that time? You wanted to kiss me." 


Rick slips his hand beneath his T-shirt and rubs it back and forth over his stomach. "Not every minute. Not 


even every hour. Just..." 
"Just?" 
"|I wanted to kiss you." 


"At a fucking concert for fucking Freddie Mercury, the fucking gay guy?" Lars throws his head back and 
laughs, once, a short sound with no humour in it. "You gotta love the irony." He rubs at his temple as he 


shakes his head. He holds Rick's eyes. "So. Do you still wanna kiss me? Right now?" 


That bastard. Rick digs his fingers into the skin of his stomach. His teeth grind together, chewing forward 
words before he spits them at Lars. "Fuck you." 


"Isn't that what you really wanna do?" 
"Fuck you." 
"Kiss me.” 


Rick glares at Lars. His lips have drawn back over his teeth. He snorts, then stalks toward the bathroom. Lars 
pushes up from the chair and steps forward to block his way. His face is inches away. Rick can see the light 
brown specks in the green of his eyes, every pore and each coarse hair on his brows, the way his nostrils 
flare as he inhales. A minute ago, Rick would've felt his breath deepen and his heart beat faster and his pants 
wouldve sure as fuck felt tighter. Now he only wants to push Lars away and get into the bathroom and.. 
what? Lock himself in? Sit on the toilet lid and think about everything that has happened till he just wants to 


smash his head into the wall? He elbows Lars out of his way. 
"Fuck off, Ulrich." 


"Why do you wanna kiss me? Are you fucking gay?" Lars leans in closer, till his eyes are all Rick can see. "Huh? 


Why, huh?" He brings his hands up and shoves Rick back. "Why?" 


Rick's back slams against the bathroom doorjamb. White pain shoots up his spine and behind his eyelids as he 
doubles over. His hand curls into a fist before the pain has even receded. He sees Lars, standing over him, 
hands balled into fists by his side. He wants to rip that look of self-righteous entitlement right off his face. He 
draws back his hand. Somewhere else, in another room and in another movie reel, he hears Lars scoff and say, 
"Oh, l'm scared now." In this room, all he sees is red and bursts of black and all he feels is pain shooting up his 
arm as his fist connects with Lars's cheek. There's bone there, a jaw, teeth, foreign cheekbones. 


Lars gets him in the stomach, and he doubles over with an involuntary gasp before he pulls back up and 
catches Lars just below the jaw. Lars reels back, one hand rising to cradle the side of his face. He stumbles, 
once. Rick glares and draws his lips over his teeth. God, it's a smile. He's smiling. He brings his arm forward and 
pushes down on Lars's shoulder. Lars sinks to his knees with a cry, then Rick is over him, pushing him flat 
onto his back on the carpet. Lars's head strikes the floor, bouncing up, eyes shut against the pain and Rick 
leans down and presses his lips to Lars's. Hard. Firm. His knees pin Lars's arms to his side, his hand pushing 
Lars's shoulder back, holding him steady even as Lars struggles. 


Only Lars is no longer struggling. Lars is kissing him back. 

It's a bruise, not a kiss. Their mouths part open and teeth scrape over lips as their tongues push against one 
another, shoved deep before they're pushed out of the way. Lars wins that struggle. His tongue flicks over the 
roof of Rick's mouth and Rick moans, pressing closer to Lars, almost sucking on his tongue as the world 


dissolves into Lars's mouth and Lars's chest and his own crotch. 


He pulls back, panting. Lars's eyes are unreadable. They're dark, his lips parted and swollen. Lars breathes in 


through clenched teeth. 

"The fuck?" he says. 

He scrambles out from beneath Rick and starts popping open the buttons of his jeans. Rick stares at him, 
breath coming in short gasps as his mind finally catches up to what has happened. An ugly purple blotch is 
flowering along Lars's chin and just below his eye. Rick's breath catches in his throat. He leans forward to 
touch Lars's face. 

‘Oh, shite. I'm so sorry. I-" 

"Fuck that. Take your pants off." 

"Lars, I-" 

"Just get your fucking pants off!" 

Lars pulls down his, bringing his underwear down with them. His hard-on springs free, undeniable and unreal. 


Rick swallows, staring, then pulls down on the zipper of his jeans. He begins to push down the right side, but 
Lars stops him. He pushes Rick down onto the carpet and tugs and pulls his jeans and his underwear off in a 


fumble of fabric and arms, revealing Rick's own erection. Lars hesitates for a fraction of a second, then pulls 
his shirt off. Rick grunts as Lars pulls off his shirt as well, his chest lifting then thudding back onto the 
carpet. Lars hooks one hand below Rick's armpit and turns him over, scrambling out of the way, then returning 


to press a quick kiss against Rick's earlobe. 


Rick's eyes drift closed. He moans. He's the one watching the wrong movie reel now, the one were two bored 
fellows fuck each in a hotel room. He gets up on his knees and crawls toward the bed. He can feel Lars behind 
him, pressing close-fingers combing through his hair, palms rubbing over his left shoulder and down his arm- 
as soon as Rick has pulled himself up against the edge of the bed. Lars's erection brushes against Rick's inner 
thighs and he shudders. He pushes back against Lars, fingers curling around the comforter. For a moment, he 
just wants to grind his ass against Lars's erection, lost in the curve and weight of Lars's body over his, sweat 


and heat building between them. 
He forces words out. "You don't have to." 


"At this point, | fucking want to." Lars's voice comes beside his ear, warm and intimate. Rick shudders. "You're 


gonna have to put up with it. That's what you get for wanting to kiss me." 
"But | wanted to-" 


Lars pushes out a breath against his earlobe. "Fuck that" The way he says fuck it's not a word but a sound, a 
sensation. It clings to Rick's skin and makes him moan. “That's too easy. | get to fuck you." 


A grin splits Rick's lips. "lm older. Don't | get to order you around?" 


"By almost two fucking months, buddy. That's not a whole of a lot. Now shut up and get fucked before | change 


my mi nd." 


Rick closes his eyes and breathes in deeply as Lars spreads his ass cheeks. Lars runs his thumb down Rick's 
crack, coming to his opening. He rubs his thumb against it and around it, pushing in deeper with every round 
till his thumb has pushed all the way in. Rick hisses, moving higher along the bed even as he wants to keep 
still and let Lars loosen him up. He grits his teeth as Lars's index finger pushes inside, pulling him open. He 
almost feels something give. He lifts his hips and pushes back into Lars, drawing in more of his fingers. His 
breathing settles into a rhythm as Lars finger fucks him, sensations building up in a slow wave that begins at 
the soles of his feet and crawls up his legs and his inner thighs and reaches his cock. He manoeuvres his hand 


so that it slides beneath his stomach, fingers curling around the base of his erection. 


Lars pulls out his fingers and grasps Rick's hips. Rick grits his teeth. Saliva, he wants to say. At least hock 
some saliva onto me. Don't do this. But another part of him, the part that shudders and parts his legs 
further, hips and ass rising, wants this. It's going to hurt. It's going to be real. He's going to feel it. The tip of 
Lars's cock pushes against his opening and he pants into the bed covers. 


"Fuck. Oh, fuck." 


His fingers twist around the comforter as Lars pushes in, slowly at first, hissing under his breath. He grasps 
Rick's hips and pushes in deeper. Rick cries out. He brings his arm below him and half-rises off the bed. He 
presses his ass back against Lars, taking even more of him inside. His breath comes out as a gasp. Lars begins 
to move, fingers digging into Rick's flesh. He pushes out air in short, angry pants. They grow shorter apart as 
he falls into a rhythm, hips rocking back and forth as he fucks Rick. He slides his hands up Rick's sides and 
presses his palms against Rick's chest. He pulls him up and back against him, angling his hips so that Rick is 
now standing, pressed against his chest, legs spread wide. Lars wraps his arms around Rick's shoulders to hold 
him steady as he pumps into him. 


Rick's head drops back against Lars's arm. Beads of sweat trail down his throat, slow and smelling of salt and 
flesh and lust. Lars's chest slides against his back, nipples slick with sweat and mingling with Rick's own sweat. 
Rick's hand reaches up and wraps around one of Lars's hands. His hands are hot, covered in perspiration that 
pools between the joints of his fingers. They're both panting, teeth gritted as they groan and move in unison. 
Rick guides Lars's hand to his erection, fingers lingering over Lars's as Lars begins to pump his cock. The 
motion is harsh, frantic. Rick can feel Lars's lust building, gaining violence. It sends a shiver down his spine. Lars 
is slamming into him now, his balls slapping against Rick's ass. Rick groans, tossing his head. He curls his hand 


around Lars's and pumps his own cock along with him. 

Lars is panting in his ear. "Fuck. Fuck Come on. Come on. Fuck" He pumps faster, his thrusts increasing. A 
pressure begins to build along Rick's balls and he sighs, shuddering, as he feels it spread warmth up his thighs 
and into his stomach and behind his eyes. He throws his head back in a silent cry as he comes, hips bucking 
forward, his back arching against Lars's chest. Lars keeps on slamming into him for a while longer, then 
stiffens and groans, deep and at the back of his throat, as he also comes. His arms tighten around Rick's chest 
and for a moment Rick can't breathe. 

When he regains his breath, Lars has pulled out of him and stumbled backwards into the bedside chair. Rick 
drops down onto the bed and curls up as he shivers, still thrusting into nothing as his body works through the 
aftershocks. 

At first, he barely hears Lars. He pushes up from the bed and blinks heavy eyelids at him. 

"| said, do you still wanna do it?" 

Rick blinks again His brain shifts back into place slowly. "What? You mean chuck the telly? Off the balcony?" 
"Yeah." 

"Naked?" 

"Yeah." 


Rick flops over onto his back and pushes sweat dampened curls off his face. Lars is looking at him, grinning, 


rubbing his stomach even as his dick grows limp once more between his legs. Rick looks up at the ceiling. He 


scratches his scalp and raises his eyebrows. 
Why the fuck not? 


The early morning chill dries the sweat still clinging to their skin, bare feet slapping against the smooth 
concrete of the balcony. The telly has a few drops of dew on it. They catch the lights off lampposts and 
neighbouring rooms and even the moon Pockets of light swirl within the set's front as it totters on the edge 
of the railing then tips back in a heavy, smooth arch. It drops down in what seems like slow-motion for the 
longest time. Rick and Lars lean out over the balcony and watch as the telly grows small, smaller and then 


bursts from the inside out with a loud pop and a groan of metal and glass and plastic casings. 
"You really wanted to do that?" Lars says. 


"I've wanted to do it all fucking day long." 
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